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the kitchen for food. "Take some porridge for him/' she said,
"I don't suppose he had any rice this morning."

"But who is there to go with me?" Tai An said. "I am the
only one at home. Some of the boys have gone shopping, and
others have gone with messages about our lady's death. Wang
Ching has gone to Chang's place to borrow a funeral gong."

"What about Shu T'ung? Are you afraid of upsetting his
dignity?"

"Shu T'ung and Hua T'ung are both in the death-chamber.
One is beating the gong, the other attending to the burning of
incense and paper offerings. Father sent Ch'un Hung with
Pen IV to change some silk. He didn't like the silk they
brought. He is going to pay six ch'iens a roll."

"I should have thought five ch'iens a roll was quite enough,"
the Moon Lady said. "Why should he change it? Go and get
Hua T'ung and take the food to them at once. Don't waste
time like this."

Tai An and Hua T'ung carried large plates and large bowls
to the outer court and set them out on a square table. While
the men were eating, P'ing An came svith a large card. "His
Lordship Hsia has sent his secretary and a guard of honour
to do your bidding," he said. Hsi-mSn Ch'ing went to inspect
them and gave orders that the man should be given three
ch'iens of silver and a card of thanks with the name in
mourning. He asked the man to express his thanks to Hsia.

They had finished their meal and everything was cleared
away when the artist Han, whom Hsi-mSn Ch'ing had sent
for, came. Hsi-men greeted him and said: "May I trouble
you to paint a portrait for me?" Han said he would do his best.
"You must not be too long setting to work," Uncle Wu
said. "Her appearance may change."

"That does not matter in the least," Han said, "I can paint
it without seeing her if necessary."

When they had finished their tea, P'ing An said that Uncle
Hua had come. Hsi-men Ch'ing and Hua Tzfi-yu went
together before the body and cried there. Then they greeted
each other and sat down with the rest. Uncle Hua asked when
the Lady of the Vase had died.

"It was about the hour of the Ox when she breathed her
last," Hsi-men said. "She spoke quite sensibly up to the last.